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One 


Author's Notes: 

Happy birthday, Steve. | wrote this after feeling a little emotional and sentimental of the fact that it's his 
birthday and he can't celebrate. (It also doesn't help that | took down my posters to move out soon but | left 
up Steve's poster because it felt rude to take it down on his birthday. Now it looks like a shrine) It was 
supposed to be like 400 words but ended up being over 1,000. Oh well. 


Enjoy, and thanks for reading! 


Phil said he would be back by midnight. It's 12:30 and Steve has no idea where he is. 


Maybe he got caught in traffic, or maybe he ran into an old friend. Whatever it is, Steve doesn't like it. He 
doesn't like being home by himself. He doesn't like his thoughts practically eating him alive. 


Steve wishes he could have gone out with Phil. But Phil said no, telling him there would be alcohol there and he 
didn't want him to be tempted. Phil thinks all the alcohol in the house is gone, dumped down the drain a few 
days ago after Steve went on a bender. What Phil doesn't know is that Steve has a stash of vodka underneath 


the bathroom sink And Steve wants it. 


No, he doesn't want it. He craves it. He needs it flowing through his body, giving him the numbness he 
desperately desires. He has to have something to stop his body from shaking, something to stop him from 
being so pathetic. Alcohol is his therapy, and he's due for a session 


Steve groans and covers his face with his hands. He has to stop thinking about it. Phil should be home any 
minute. He can't let him find out about this. He wants Phil to see how much better he's getting. But it's been 


three days without alcohol, and he just can't do this anymore. 
Stop thinking. 
There is no alcohol under the bathroom sink. It's gone. Phil found it. That's what he needs to believe. 


Steve sits on his hands and starts to think about other things. Guitar. Def Leppard. Joe. Sav. Rick. His brothers. 
His mum. Led Zeppelin. Paris. The fans. Hysteria. Music. Touring. Lorelei. Phil. 


Phil, kissing him in the morning. Phil, touching him so softly every night as they lie in bed. Phil and his ever- 
present cheeky grin. Phil comforting him when the voices come out to play. Phil, shaking his ass in front of him 
as he plays a guitar solo. 


Alcohol. Beer. Frozen vodka. Whiskey. Gin. The damn vodka underneath the bathroom sink, taunting him and 


telling him to come closer. 


Steve's legs begin to shake, and he curls into a ball to try and make it stop. Phil has to be home soon, he just 
has to be. He can't let him down. It's 12:45. He can wait until Phil is home, get a kiss and a cuddle, and that will 
be enough to numb him for the night. 


But maybe he can't. 


| am. He can't do this. He needs his fix. He can't take it anymore. Steve doesn't think as he uncurls himself, 
gets off the couch and practically runs, tripping over his long legs up the set of stairs. He gets to the 
bathroom and kneels down in front of the cabinet to open it. 


There it is, the handle of vodka waiting for him. 
Steve doesn't hesitate as he unscrews the cap and downs half the bottle. He can feel it sliding through his 
body, kicking in and immediately changing everything. He feels normal again. His hands stop shaking. He feels okay 


for once. 


He drinks more, no longer caring about the consequences. It's time to have a venting session with the bottle. 


"Steve. Wake up." A hand gently shakes his shoulders, and Steve opens his eyes slowly. He's lying on the 
bathroom floor, never quite made it back to where he started this night. And Phil's kneeling in front of him. 


A jolt of nausea hits him, and Steve immediately sits up and crawls to the toilet to throw up the contents of 
his stomach. Phil's behind him, patting his back. But Steve knows he's angry. When he's done heaving, Phil wipes 
his face with toilet paper and flushes the toilet. As Steve settles back down, he accidentally kicks the empty 
bottle with his foot. 

"Where did you have this hidden?" Phil asks. Steve looks down at the floor. 

"Under the sink. | didn't think you would look there," he answers. 


"You knew | would be back tonight, Steve. You knew. And you promised you would stop drinking," Phil says. He 
doesn't know what time it is now, but Steve knows the anesthetic of the alcohol has already faded away. 


"You promised you'd be back at midnight," Steve says, lifting his hand to point a finger towards Phil. 
‘I'm sorry, Steve. They wouldn't let me leave. You can't keep doing this to yourself” 

"It helps.” 

"Helps what?" 


"Get rid of everything.” Steve picks at his nails, still avoiding Phil's stare. The guilt rises in him, making him 
want another drink. But he's all out. 


"You have everything you want, Steve. You have your family, the band, Lorelei, millions of fans all over the 
world. what would you want to get rid of?" Phil asks. Steve's first thought is Lorelei, but he doesn't say that 


out loud. 


"| never wanted voices in my head, telling me I'm a fuck up all the time. | definitely never wanted to rely on 
vodka to get rid of the pain," Steve finally answers. He doesn't like to tell the truth. He hates for people to 
know what his thoughts are inside. It feels too open, especially when telling all of this to Phil. 


"We'll get you better. | promise. Come on, brush your teeth and let's get to bed" Phil stands up, grabbing 
Steve's hands to help pull him off the floor. 


"What are you, my mum?" 
"Even better, I'm your best friend. I'm going to go throw this away." Phil takes the empty bottle and leaves the 


bathroom, leaving Steve to himself and his own thoughts. He grips the counter to make the room stop spinning. 


Once he feels stable, he does brush his teeth to get away the awful taste of vomit. 


Steve stumbles to the bedroom, falling backwards onto the soft bed. He waits for Phil to get back, wondering if 


he's checking around the rest of the house for any more alcohol. 


"You can't even take off your own clothes?" Phil asks as he walks into the room. Steve lets out a fake snore 
before laughing. He hears a sigh from Phil before his jeans are pulled off of him, leaving him in just his t-shirt 


and underwear. Phil undresses before crawling into bed next to Steve. 

Steve turns to face Phil, who's on his back. He doesn't hesitate, leaning in to kiss his best friend. Phil kisses 
back gently, his hand on the back of Steve's head. This is when the bad things in his head pause for one 
moment to let him enjoy this. This is the part Steve wishes could last forever. 


"Love you," Steve says when they break apart. 


"Love you too, Steve. We'll talk more in the morning.” Steve settles himself comfortably on Phil's chest, 
listening as his breath slowly evens out. 


Meanwhile, Steve doesn't fall asleep. The voices are back, and they're calling for him to find another dose of 


therapy, and quick 


